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Matho more frequently than ever was melancholy as an augur ; starting at sunrise he would wander into the country, throw himself on the ground, and there remain motionless till evening.
He consulted, one after another, all the diviners in the army: those who observed the movements of serponts, those who read the stars, and those who blew on the ashes of the dead. He swallowed galbanum, meadow-saxifrage, and the venom of vipers, reputed to freeze the heart. He summoned the negro women, who chanting barbaric words by moonlight pricked the skin of his forehead with golden stilettos. He covered himself with collars and amulets; invoked one after another Baal-Khamoftn, Moloch, the seven Cabiri, Tanit, and the Grecian Yenus; he engraved a name on a copper plate, and buried it at the entrance of his tent. Spendius heard him constantly moaning and talking to himself. One night he ventured to enter Matho's tent. Matho, naked as a corpse, was lying flat on a lion's skin, his face buried in his hands; a suspended lamp lit up his weapons, as they hung against the tent-pole.
"You suffer?" said the slave to him. "What is the matter ? Tell me !" and he shook him by the shoulders, calling him several times " Master! Master I"
Matho raised his large, troubled eyes towards him.
" Listen !" he said, in a deep voice, with one finger on his lips; " it is the wrath of the Gods 1 The daughter of Hamilcar pursues me ! I have fear, Spendius!" then he pressed his hands against his breast, like a child terrified by a phantom.